CHAPTER ONE

TJAR from the noise and glare of Bombay, with semi-
-** detached villas dotted near it, an elegantly
constructed bungalow stands, its steps washed by the
Arabian Sea. The dwelling is a haunt of beauty and
stillness, a sanctuary, an escape from the press of time.

Its lure, which wells up slowly, must be observed, not
glimpsed. And while we watch it keeps us under a
spell. The scene has a certain gift, it will allow a non-
stop-programme of muse.

The whole atmosphere is lite a spiritual oases after
the choking fumes of the interior of the city.

The rear of the house is bedecked with a grass-plot
which yields bewitching aroma. Its high notes are the
speckled birds which chirrup. In the vaulted passage
stands a servant in uniform, staring like a stuffed pig.